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Can We Wave the Flag
Too Much?

Is it possible to wave the flag too much? Provided,
of course, that you wave it with integrity? Is it pos-
sible to study Lincoln or Shakespeare too much? Is it
possible to read the Bible too much.

The great, the good, the true, are inexhaustible
for inspiration, example and strength. I believe that
we are not waving our flag enough, not nearly enough.

It seems to me that we are developing a tendency
to be timid or even apologetic about waving the stars
and stripes. Walk up and down the streets on July 4th
and count the flags. It is our nation’s birthday, a
sacred day in world history, the most important day
of America. Why isn’t the flag flying on every rooftop
and from every home and building? This complacent
attitude is strong evidence of cancerous patriotic decay.
The flag is a symbol of our national unity. It is the
spirit of our undying devotion to our country. It stands
for the best that 1s in us . . . for loyally, character,
and faith in democracy. Isn't our flag a synonym of
the United States of America? Does it not represent
man’s greatest, noblest, most sublime dream? Is it not
the zenith of achievement, the goal to which genera-
tions have aspired?

Ladies and gentlemen, I believe it is time for us ...
for the mad, rushing Twentieth Century America . . .
to stop for a moment and think. Let us arrest our
near reverential admiration of material success and
return to the spiritual and ethical values. Let us imbue
and rekindle in ourselves and our children the so-
called old-fashioned way of patriotism, a burning de-
votion to the principles and ideals upon which our
country was founded.

Should not every home own and proudiy displav
the colors on holidays and other such occasions? Isn't
the flag Patrick Henry, Jefferson, Franklin, Washing-
ton, Nathan Hale, Gettysburg and Valley Forge, Paul
Revere, Jackson and other great men and women who
have given us our heritage. When you look at the flag
can't you see the Alamo, Corrigedor, Pearl Harbor,
The Monitor, The Merrimac, Wake Island, and Korea?
Last we forget, isn’t the flag Flanders Field, Bataan,
Iwo Jima, Normandy, Babe Ruth, and Davy Crockett?
The great events of our past and present are wrapped
up in our flag.

It is a symbol of this blessed nation, a giant in
industry, education and commerce. Millions of fertile
square miles, wheatlands, coal mines, steel plants. Our
great republic, the chosen infant destined to be man’s
last and remaining hope for suffering humanity, a
shining beacon of light, noble and glorious, the haven
for the oppressed and persecuted and truly God's gift
to mankind.

That is what the flag means to me. Can we wave
it too much? I don’t think so.

Dr. S. L. DeLove, author of The Quiet Betrayal
and president of Independence Hall of Chicago, made
these statements on the “Know Your History Hour,
Sunday, Dec. 30, 1956 to a listener who wrote as
follows: “Your programs are really very good—but you
are waving the flag too much. It has been reprinted
in more than 400 national magazines, broadcast by 700
radio stations annually, and is part of the Congres-
sional Record.
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The Constitution decrees that prayer and religious
instruction be separate from public school curriculum.
Yet education in the Bible as both literature and his-
tory, and in religion as a part of the human story,
does belong in the schools.—West Point (Miss ) Times
Leader.

An underlying objective in the creation of our
form of government, and one which has avoided many
abuses of other forms of government, was to achieve
diffusion rather than concentration of goverment pow-
er.—Chestertown (Md.) News.
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Follow the Yellow Line
For Safe Scenic Route

PARIS — For me, driving
is the most rewarding way
of seeing Europe. Freedom
of time and movement. A
closer look at the country-
side, Leisure when you want
it— a picnic lunch heside a
Spanish mountain stream,
an old Roman road and a
meadow full of tiny daisies
stays with me in vivid de-
tail, (Many an air flight I've
forgotten.)

Plan a circular tour—that
car has to end up in the
town where you rented it,
or you have to pay tc have it
driven back. Few excep-
tions,

In the excitement of get-
ting away, don't forget to
have' them show you the
tools, On a rainy cay in
France, 1 looked in the back
of the Dauphine ana found
everything but the jack. So
1 levered the car vp with
slippery fence posts and
changed the tire.

Later I found that they
stow the jack in a bracket
alongside the engine (Who

would think of looking
there?)
Yellow line (secondary)

roads are more sceunic than
red line (highway) routes.

Safer, too. Continental
drivers become racing types
once behind the wheel and
gallantly murder each other
at about twice the rate we
do in the US.
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“In August we will be
driving from Madrid to Por-
tugal and back to Madrid.
We would appreciate any
advice , , "

At that hot time of the
year, stay north. 1 would
head straight up to Santan-
der on the Cantabrican
coast, From Burgos north
it's majestic country of
cracked brown villages and
long yellow plains.

In the nodth, dip off the
coast into the cool moun-
taing — the Picos de Eu-
ropa. You can fish the Esla
here—they use a 15-fvot rod
and catch trout that has a
pink salmon flesh.

The people are Asturians
—a Celtic people with blue
eyes and red checke, You
return to the coast and fol-
low the pilgrims’ road to
Compostella and the shrine

Travel

of St. James. Follow the
coast into Portugal. Return
through the pine hills at
Guarda in the north, To
Salmanca and the walled
city of Avila and to Madrid.
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“We would like to drive
in England but worry about
the driving on the left hand
side of the road . . "

I really have to keep my
mind on it for the first 24
hours — there’s a teadency
to slide over to the right if
you daydream. Particularly
if the road is empty. But
after a day, left-hund driv-
ing seems quite normal.

Stay on back roads and
England is the lovliest of all
countries to drive in, It
seems so uncrowded, All
hedgerows and a tratched
roof village with a leaded
window pub just around the
turn, A run of 150 iniles a
day is enough on these
roads,
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“ .. driving in Italy?”

The big, new au‘ostrada
are straight, antiseptic, di-
vided speedways completely
lacking in color, They by-
pass all the beautifc] towns.
Take the older highways
that follow the Roman con-
sular roads,
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“ ., driving in France

and speed limits?"
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To tear down so some-
thing better may be built
is fine; but to teas down
just for the sake of destroy-
ing what is not liked is ask-
ing for disaster—Elizabeth
Findley, Burbank, Calif,
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In business I don't think
that (Americans) are any
more efficient or cffective
than the British . ., . Your
special contribution (is) a
driving urge to get things
done—not necessarily next
year or next month, but to-
morrow; or better still, to-
day.—Edward Whitchead, O
E. B., British industrial, in
San Francisco,
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We never fight until we
know it is right, so let us
fight to win~— Wiiiam J.
Adams, San Diego.

When California educa-
tion catches cold, the other
49 states all sneeze, — Dr.
Max Rafferty, California su-
perintendent of public in-
struction,
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When a crime is commit-
ted by someone. else, the av-
erage person wants to know
all about it, That'’s Free
Press. But if the crime in-
volves him, he wants it kept
out of the paper, That's Fair
Trial—Raymond L Spang-
ler, publisher, Redwood City
Tribune.
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History has proved that the
paternalistic approsch ulti-
mately produces a sterile,
self - defeating sutiety —
Henry Garsva, Novale, Calif,

The few speed lirit signs
I've seen list the limits only
for certain months of sum-
mer, The French pay little
attention to these ard gun
past you usually shaking
their fists, Wild driving
country but very preity back
roads.
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“ ... and in Germany?”

Well - marked autobahns,
good cars, very correct driv-
ers insisting on such things
as right-of-way — and, for
some reason, one of the
highest accident rates per
mile in Europe.
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“We have been in Mexico
but have never driven there
and wonder what you think.”

Many highways down to
Mexico City now. You get
stretches of potholes with-
out warning. Burros wander
onto the road. Most bridges
are narrow — marked
“puente angosto.” Don't
crowd the man coming or
your luck,

Most truck drivers are
swingers at the wheel. Sev-
eral flashes of his head-
lights means, “I'm coming
through the bridge FIRST!"
Or it may mean, “I have no
brakes.” But I love to drive
in Mexico,

HERB CAEN SAYS:

Paris Fresh, Beautiful
After a Thousand Books

PARIS — You forget how
dreamily beautiful this city
is—a tree-studded, memory-
ridden parade of epochs,
belle and otherwise. From
our window above the Rue
de Rivoli — the croissants
eaten, the cafe au lait grow-
ing cold—my wife and I
gazed out at the children
playing in the Tuileries Gar-
den, 'the lovers embracing
on benches, the old men in
blue smocks cleaning the
streets with crude brooms
made of twigs.

On the rooftops of the
Louvre danced the frozen
fantasies and caprices of
monarchs long gone — the
stone newly cleaned and
sparkling against the blue
sky. Out of the Left Bank
rose the domes of the Pan-
theon and the Invalides, and
we could stare straight
across the Seine at the stat-
ue-encrusted baroque pile of
the Gare d'Orsay, its two
great clocks telling you that
time doesn’t stand still, even
in Paris.

But there is definitely
that illusion as you let your
eye wander selectively over
the enchanting skyline: 18th
and 19th century facades ail
of a size, punctuated at the
right intervals by Renais-
sance church spires and
domes—and, of course, the
inevitable Eiffel Tower. If
you could block out the noise
of the traffic below, it could
be 1890. Only a far-off ugly
Neo - Inevitable blockkouse
spoiled the dream of Apol-
linaire and Diderot and of

Baudelaire, who found the
Paris air “filled with the
quiver of fleeting things.”

Fleeting things ourselves,
we fled into the streets and
walked rapidly in all direc-
tions — determined, in the
time - honored manner of
tourists, to swallow the feast
of Paris at one gulp. It was
a day to buy violets on street
corners and roasted chest-

other—this hard -to - define
blend of wine and urine, per.
fume and sweat, frying shal-
lots and rotting refuse, mix-
ing with the catacombs
mustiness of glory and trag-
edy and the dust of Quasi
modo, Richelieu, the Sun
King, and the upstart from’
Corsica.
* % o
Haute cuisine and haute
couture — two of Frapce's

San Francisco

nuts in dark cubby holes, to
peer into the discreet win-
dows of Cartier's and Van
Cleef, to pick up an out-of-
season melon at Fauchon's
(the Tiffany of fine food
stores), to drink espresso at
a sidewalk cafe, to have your
picture taken by a street
photographer in front of the
Madeleine.

Paris is a hundred movies
you've seen, a thousand
books you've read, and al-
ways fresh, even when the
scenes are startiingly famii-
jar: the old ladies in wid-
ow’s black, carrying their
two long loaves of bread
from the bakery to whatev-
er secret, shuttered place
they call home; the tough
cab drivers, their ever-pres-
ent Galoise (or Gitane) stitch-
eéd to their lower lip; the
gendarmes, smart in their
flat-round caps and their
evil capes, weighted to use
as weapons.

Eyes bugging, feet flat-
tening, we sniffed at the air
of Paris, finding it like no

proudest traditions—appear
to be losing their sanctified
position. More and more,
the serious eaters are de-
serting the three-stars and
turning to the dozens of ex-
cellent bistros, where the
atmosphere is congenial, the
prices astonishingly lower,
and the protocol at a mini*
mum (one finally gets weary
of the legions that hover
around in the fancy restau-
rants — the captains, the
waiters, the busboys, the
sommelier: one or another
seems always to be inspect-
ing your every bite). 7

We dined well in two three-
stars — Le Grand Vefour
and Maxim's. The former's
owner, the bearded and cel-
ebrated Raymond Oliver,
marched to the kitchen to
prepare personally a braised
chicken with truffles. When
the dish appeared, it con-
tained more whole truffles
than I have ever seen in one
place: great black chunks,
like pieces of anthracite. We
tried to eat them all—each
one is, after all, worth its
weight in coal—but it was
no use.

ROYCE BRIER

Surveyor Photos Reveal
Surprises on Moonscape

When we first acquired
large telescopes, we discov-
ered the extensive mountain
systems of the moon, com-
parable in altitude to the
Himalayas. In the airless
sunlight these cas. long,
pointed shadows, resulting
in a popular conception, of-
ten pictured, of jagged
peaks of the Matterhorn
type.
A few years ago the
French astronomer Rudaux
reinterpreted the shadows,
saying most of them were
cast by rounded elevations
with gentle slopes.

Now Surveyor cumes up
with a picture of one of
these elevations, rounded
like the hills of Nebraska
which bothered the Rever-
end Davidson in “Rain.” The
peak shows over the norizon
rim of Surveyor site, and
it is not yet determined if it
is a mountain or hill, be-
cause distance from the
camera is undetovmined.
One estimate is 12 miles,

As Surveyor produced
many thousands of pictures
before shut down by the
lunar night at a subzero
temperature of 230 degrees,
the experts are revising
their estimates of the lunar
crust,
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Though Surveyor was an

immense success, due to a

~World Affairs _

hospitable site for touch-
down, the experts say it may
have missed destru.tion by
only a few hundred yards.
Within camera range is an
area of large boulde.< which
would have wrecked the ve-
hicle’s landing gear.
Another surprise is that
the landing pads threw out
“rays” from impact and a
slight depression in the soil.
One of the moon mysteries
is an enormous intersecting
ray system surrounding the
craters (there are 400,000
craters with a diameter ex-

WILLIAM HOGAN

Veteran Sailor Tells of
Salt Water Love Affairs

1t is difficult for an in-
formed, literate sailing en-
thusiast to write badly about
his deep-water advertures,
and the Irish-American writ-
er Leonard Wlbberlcy (“The
Mouse That Roared”) does
very nicely in his sailor's
odyssey, “Toward a Distant
Island” (Washburn: $5.50).

This is a leisurely account
of a series of love affairs
with small boats over the
years — in the Caribbean,
off the Southern Caifornia
coast, o

It is yarning by an experi-
enced sailor who does not
like the term “yachtman,”
which suggests a cocktail
flag and expensive gear.
Yachts were what he owned
and sailed, includiny the 40-
foot yawl Bahia, Los Ange-
les to Honolulu and return.
Like many other accounts
of amateur deep-water sail-
ing, this is an agceeable
rather than a memorable
record,

Wibberley's book did one
thing for me—sent me again
to Captain John Slocum’s
“Sailing Alone Around the
World,” which remains one
of the great entries in the
literature of the sea.

This is the aging Yankee
skipper’s underplayed, Tho-
reau-like account of his
three years’ voyage alone (to
June, 1898) in his intimate
sloop Spray, a feat of sea-
manship never before ac-
complished, I read it in “The
Voyages of Joshua Slocum,”

Books

edited with commentaries
by Walter M. Teller, which
Rutgers University Press
published in 1958,

My point here is that it is
very difficult to produce a
superb journal of small boat
sailing following Siocum,
which in this case is unfair
to Mr. Wibberley, Bui if one
craves for salt water adven-
ture, get some edition of
that Slocum. You can reread
it a dozen times and find
something new, fresh and
exhilarating each time.
Thank you, Leonare Wib-
berley,
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If your father wer» Char.
lie Chaplin and yoir grand-
father Eugene O'Ne:ll, how
normal would you be? Mi-
chael Chaplin, Charlie’s

“beatnik” son, attempts to
explain the first 20 years of
his life in a book preco-
ciously titled “I Couldnt
Smoke the Grass on My
Father's Lawn,” which Put-
nam's recently published.
Item:

“*The Gold Rush’ seemed
very sad to me, It depressed
me a bundle, The futile
man, all this suffering he
goes through—for what? 1
couldn't make a rapport be-
tween my father uud that
sad little guy in the film.
On birthdays and other
times of togetherness we
ran iilms at home. Tle first
film of my father 1 saw was
“The Great Dictator. I saw
the opening scene, the one
with the big cannon where
the shell chases the man, I
was about four years old
and thought it very funny, 1
really dug it , . . ‘The first
nen-Chaplin film I remem-
ber seeing was ‘King Kong.'

1 saw it with Michael
Boyer in a public cinema in
Hollywood and thought it
was a gas. ‘That movie
makes monkeys out of both
our dads,’ Michaei chor-
Y W

ceeding one - half mile).
These crater rays, often
dazzling in full sunlight, are
lighter than the back-
ground crust. But the tiny
Surveyor rays are darker
than the undisturbed crust.
Experts surmise the na-
tural rays are made bright
by radiation bomhardment
of disturbed soil over a mil-
lion or more years. They
also surmise the little rays
may also turn lighter with
radiation, but they won't
live to prove it.
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Examination of pirtures is
only cursory so :ar, but
when fully examined and
collated, the pictures may
help to settle a long contro-
versy as to whether the cra-
ters are primarily meteoric
or primarily volcanic, from
an upthrust of magma from
a molten interior a billion
or more years ago. The
question is also linked with
the lunar mountain chains,
which may not have been
formed as ours were by up-
thrust,
There is tentative evi-
dence in Surveyor pictures
of intense ric activity
on the moon. The wide scat-
ter of rocks and pebbles
within a mile of Surveyor's
site, indicates a “throw-out”
from meteor impact, Ex-
perts are likening it to a
throwout mantle at a nu-
clear crater in Nevada, and
it is known on a small scale
near the Meteor Cave in Ari-
zona, But they say the moon
rubble may have been
hurled halfway across the
lunar globe.
One thing is sure if we
expect to learn mu~h from
a team on the moon, one of
the team will have to be a
gifted geologist. If you have
a kid who brings home
rocks, alert him to a job
opening,

My Neighbors
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“Okay, I'll take a bath—and
contribute further to the
growing water depletionl”




